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AMidiommcr mgtites drcanie. 

Dem. Well roard, Lyon. 

Duke, Well runnr,T htjhy, 

DutcheJJe.Wdl {hone Moone. Truly,the Moone fhines, 
with a good grace. 

‘Dak . Well mouz’d, Lyou % 

Dent. And then came Pyramut. 

Lyf, And lb die Lyon variifht. 

Enter Py ramus. 

fyr.Sweete Moone,I thanke thce/or thy funny beams, 
i thanke thse, Moone,torfhining now fo bright. 

For by thy gratious,golden, glittering beames. 

I truli to take ofjrijjdLi^ ^/ figh t . 

But flay fofpight/ but markc,poore knight. 

What dreadfull dole is here? 

Eyes do y ou fee/ How can it bee. 1 
O dainty duck, o dcare.' 

Thy mantle good, what, ftaind with blood? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O fates come, come, cutthread and thrummed 
Quade, ciufh, conclude, and quell, 

Duke. This pafllon,& the death of a deare friend would 
goe neere to make a man looke fad, 

Dutch. Befbrewe my heart, but I pitty the man* 

Pyr. O, wherefore. Nature, did ft thou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here dc flour’d my dcare. 

Which is,no, no ; w hich was the faireftdame 
Thatliu’d, that Iou’d, that lik’t, that lookt with cheere* 
Come tearcs, confound, out fword, and wound 
The pappe of Pyramur. 

I, thatleftpappe, where heart dothhoppe. 

Thus dy I, thus,thus,thus. 

Now ami dead, now am! fled, my foule is in thc sky, 
Tongueloofethy light, Moonetake thy flight. 

No w dy, dy, dy,dy, dy. 

Dem p No Die,but an ace for him.For he is but one, 

Lyf. 


r.-A Jfrl 


A Midlommer nignces urcamc. 
r n pfle then an ace, man. For he is dead,be is nothing. 

dS With the helpeofa Surgeon,he might yet rtco- 

^DwI-How^ch fliine is gone before UhiJlj 

Hc,e 0l " 

«*** 

betteraheforamaniGod wamd », 

^/iJ'shchathfpi’eJ him already,;#* *<* 

my ,iou ' f 

^r2e!fpk"-daitedumbc?Dtad,dead. ! »tumbc 
Muft couerthy fwcetc eyes. 

Tbefe hlly lippes, this cherry nofe, 

Thefc yellow cowflippe cheekes 
are gon, are gon : loners make mone ; 

His eyes were greene, as leekes, 

O fillets three,come, come, to mee. 

With hands as pale as milke. 

Lay them in gore,finceyou hauefhore 

With flbceres,hi5threedeoffdke. 

Tongue, not a word : come trufly wor , 

Come blade, my breafl imbrews 

And farewell ti lends : thus rbjfiy ends: 

Lim* No.l affure you,the wall is down., that parted 
tofatoWdl it pleaic you.to fee the Epilogue^ to 
heiteaBcigoinailtedaonce, between twoolourtopaitg 
W 3) 
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